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ch | 


- 1983 
"That's yours," Will said, looking at lan holding the baby. 
"He's yours too, you know," lan said, mumbling through the painkillers haze. 


"I know, just think of him as a token gift from me.. coz | know there are some things you'll never forgive me 


for. So maybe.. Just maybe 

"| think lll call him Harold" lan said. 
"Harold?" 

"What, you don't like the name Harold?" 


"No, Harold's as good a name as any, | suppose,” Will said. "What about middle names?" 


"Stephen," lan said "After me borther," he explained, though will already knew how much lan thought about his 
deceased borther. 


"Oh.. Makes sense." 


ch2 


- 1981 


"Back to Liverpool, huh?" Will said unbelievingly, taking in the sights of their home. lan is holding sleeping Harry 


in his arms. 
"What now?" Will asked, carrying the trolley in one hand. 
"| don't know about YOU," lan said "WE're going to sleep." 


"Leave me to unpack all alone, why don't you." 


ch3 


- Another day 
Harry and Will were both sitting with a set of headphones each, listening closely. 


lan woke up from another prolonged nap, walking to them and plopping on the bed in the master bedroom 


where they were sitting. 
"What are you doing?" lan asked, sat on Will's side. 


Listening to the Beatles," Will supplied. Upon that, lan paid more attention to the sounds coming from the 


headphones recognising them. 
"Just so long as he doesn't forget who his real parents are, eh, Will? First-class artists, we are." 


"I believe that after the tour's ended, Harry might think Les could be one of his fathers. They got along very 


well." 


| can't believe you said it, just.. shut up," lan said, quickly changing the subject. "I'm going to make breakfast. I'l 
be back to call you when I'm done." 


lan sat down for breakfast, after giving Harold his two slices of bread with Nutella and a tall glass of orange 


juice, and green tea and a cookie for Will 
"Why do you always want daddy lan to make you breakfast? I'm a trained chef, you know." 


"Ah, but | let him have Nutella!" lan intervened, much to Harold's delight, who was grinning from ear, while also 
getting his lips all decorated with said delicious spread. "Its Saturday, what are we going to do?" lan asked, 


pondering it as if it only occurred to him now. 


"We could go sailing, Les would take us on one of his boats." To that, lan didn't protest, just acquiesced. The 
only thing in his mind was winning Harry's favour. Harry in the meantime cheered, and went to prepare 


excitedly for the trip, having already finished his breakfast. 


"Harry, you didn't wash your teeth or your face or your hands.." lan called up after him to no avail, as he 


already went upstairs. 


